'You are a born nurse/ he beamed, and Irma burned with pride, but
he added: 'You are also the world's prize fool,' and her heart sank, but
Nikolai Nikolaevich smiled so genially that she knew he approved of
her readiness to bear a twenty-four hours' burden, and the world was a
bright room once again. They tiptoed to No. 12. Little Tania was
awake and watched them intently. Then she closed her eyes. It was
better to stay in the dark. Little Tania never said prayers. She was shy
about prayers. She merely talked to her God very much as she would
talk to her mother. She had talked to her God all her life, and such talk
meant no effort to her. It was far easier talking to God than trying to
converse with some people. Little Tania said: 'You are seeing her at
this very moment. You have made her so beautiful to look at, and she
must be beautiful within also because she has saved a human life, and
that is yourself, and all beauty lives in you. So, please, don't let any of
it be wasted/ she said, kept her eyes closed, and presently fell asleep.

It was winter. The snow lay so thick that it banked the window
ledges with thick shining swathes, and this dimmed the rooms, but
lights must not be switched on until it was quite dark, said Sister Irma,
and Frossia lay quietly. She was getting on well, they said, but it was
warmer in bed: even a German hospital could not get enough fuel for
central heating.

The winter was still very young, but sometimes Frossia thought
that it was a winter five hundred years ago since that autumn morning,
all wet and pallid green, when she handed a small whimpering thing to
Egor, followed him across the treacherous slimy water, and the water
pounced on her, and all ceased until she knew herself warm and dry,
and wondered how such things could be, and also knew that she was so
tired that it was impossible to think at all. So she slept and slept.

It was winter. Not far from the cream-yellow walls of the hospital
in the Fourteenth Line, snow hid the ugly ravages of the flood, thin
ice began covering up the destruction meted out by mad swollen
waters, and the dead in Gavan and elsewhere slept secure from flood
and from frost. In the German hospital new people were admitted.
They came, coughed, struggled for breath, and coughed again. Some-
times they conquered, sometimes they were defeated. The single
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